Shringara by Acharya, Shanta
Shringara 
T h e i m a g e i n the m i r r o r is n o l o n g e r f rozen 
i n a n u n i m a g i n a b l e l o n g i n g . T h e r e was n o p lace 
for a n y t h i n g o t h e r t h a n r o m a n c i n g 
i n the c o u r t y a r d o f the t emples o f o u r d a y d r e a m i n g ; 
t r a n s f o r m i n g the s h r o u d fo r a w e d d i n g ve i l . 
T h e si lver petals o f the fragrant j a s m i n e 
i n m y w i n d o w s i l l g l o w l i k e fireflies i n m o o n l i g h t . 
A p a r t i c i p a n t i n l i fe ' s c a rn iva l , I p r e p a r e for i l l u s i o n . 
E l i z a b e t h A r d e n 's flawless finish f o u n d a t i o n frosts 
o n s k i n b r e a t h i n g S h a h n a z H u s s a i n ' s s a n d a l w o o d face c r e a m . 
G i v e n c h y ' s masca ra t h i ckens a n d l eng thens eyelashes, 
r o s e w o o d p o w d e r b lushes o n cheeks . M y mask is c o m p l e t e 
w i t h des i re r e d , d o u b l e co lou r , ever l a s t ing E s t é e L a u d e r l ips t i ck . 
I spray myse l f g e n e r o u s l y w i t h N i r v a n a a n d Samsara . 
I t ravel towards wha t e n d I c a n n o t say— 
a l o n g the way, those I mee t a n d those I d o not ; 
a l l that h a p p e n s a n d a l l that I wait to h a p p e n 
keep d e f i n i n g m e i n some i n e x p l i c a b l e way. 
D a i l y the m i r r o r m o c k s m y w r i n k l e s a n d streaks o f grey. 
I f I a m the resul t o f a n u n r e p e a t a b l e set o f c i r cums tances , 
wha t use is there i n s e e k i n g escape f r o m self e n u n c i a t i o n ? 
In the e n d we are a l l d e a d . T h e days b e c o m e m y sh r inga ra . 
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